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not long in going to sleep near the sailor, who had stretched
himself beside the fireplace.
Outside, as the night advanced, the tempest also in-
creased in strength, until it was equal to that which had
carried the prisoners from Richmond to this land in the
Pacific. The tempests which are frequent during the
seasons of the equinox, and which are so prolific in catas-
trophes, are above all terrible over this immense ocean,
which opposes no obstacle to their fury. No description
can give an idea of the terrific violence of the gale as it
beat upon the unprotected coast.
Happily the pile of rocks which formed the Chimneys
was solid. It was composed of enormous blocks of granite,
a few of which, insecurely balanced, seemed to tremble on
thqir foundations, and Pencroft could feel rapid quiverings
under his head as it rested on the rock. But. he repeated
to himself, and rightly, that there was nothing to fear, and
that their retreat would not give way. However he heard
the noise of stones torn from the summit of the plateau by
the wind, falling down on to the beach. A few even rolled
on to the upper part of the Chimneys, or flew off in frag-
ments when they were projected perpendicularly. Twice
the sailor rose and intrenched himself at the opening of the
passage, so as to take a look in safety at the outside. But
there was nothing to be feared from these showers, which
were not considerable, and he returned to his couch before